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perfume its gales, and the silver stream that winds about
its plain.

I well remember the tumult of invention in which 1
wandered day after day amid the halls and galleries of
Florence. Bach "beautiful face that flitted before me was a
heroine, each passion that breathed upon the canvass was
to be transferred to the page, I conceived at one time the
plan of writing a series of works in the style of each school.
The splendour of Titian, the grace of BaffaeUe, the twilight
tints of that magician, Guercino, alternately threw ray
mind into moods analogous to their creations. A portrait
in the Pitti palace of Ippolyto de' Medici, of whom I knew
nothing, haunted me like a ghost, and I could only lay the
spectre by resolving in time to delineate the spirit of Italian
Feodality. The seraphic Baptist in the wilderness recalled
the solitude I loved. I would have poured forth a mono-
logue amid the mountains of Judasa, had not Endymion
caught my enraptured vision, and I could dream only of
the bright goddess of his shadowy love.

I thought only of art; and sought the society of artists
and collectors. I unconsciously adopted their jargon ; anu
began to discourse of copies, and middle tints, and changes
of style. I was in great danger of degenerating into a
dilettante. Little objects, as well as great, now interested
me. I handled a bronze, and speculated upon its antiquity.
Yet even these slight pursuits exercised a beneficial ten-
dency upon a mind wild, irregular, and undisciplined; nor
do I believe that any one can long observe even fine
carvings and choice medals without his taste becoming
more susceptible, and delicate, and refined.

My mind was overflowing with the accumulated medita-
tion and experience of two years, an important interval in
all lives, passed in mine in constant thought and action
and in a continual struggle with new ideas and novel
passions. The desire of composition became irresistible.